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ENCOUNTERS I 

Is every brief encounter 
So meaningless? 

Trivial 

Do 1 make too much of it? 

What do I have 
But layers of fabric 
Thicker any given minute 
Scraggled hairs 
Scribbler digits 
What does she have 

That makes a chance ripe for picking 

That murky depth with a mysterious thickness 

That tempts one to 

Jump in 

Drown slowly 

To know how deep it really is 
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SHELLS 

The body breathes 

But It's like the surface 

Cracked 

The spirit leaked out 
See it and smell it 
Looks the same but 
Completely changed 
Big talk,, books and movies 
Doesn't really live up to it 
Lives but also doesn't 
Closed, demolished, occupied 
Romanticized ceaslessly 
Skinny jeans, boutique sunglasses 
And fucking expensive coffee 
Rushing traffic isn't going anywhere 
Whereas time moves In a way that"s 
almost imperceptible 
All so fleeting 

Headachin drunken reeling hours 
In shadows of dead and dying 
Knocking, scratching 
Scribbling, perspiring 
Attempts to preserve 
None everlasting 
Cities and People 
Love and Culture 
Watershed moments 
Delusions of grandeur 
Eggs that sit and rot 
Or crack 

Make good breakfast 
And leave shells 
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BAR 

Bohemian strangers on a wet night 
In the East End 

The baffling implications of a need to blend 
They drink 
They write 

Are they self-concious 
Fucking for pleasure 
Crafting in pretense 

Hoes their skin burn with a yearning for contact? 
Feelings of warmth in an encroaching winter 



TRAIN: 


Was it lonesome riding the subway line 
through the night? 

Fear of the tunnel collapse 

Did the signal impedance 

Make your surroundings confounding? 

You realized you were alone as the train sped 

Fleeting through traffic-less trails 

The tunnels a spike and the hills they Impale 

I feel 

Vibration 

Cramps 

Nausea 

Youth changing course 

Squealing violently as a train changing station 
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JUMP 


I'm standing on a skyscraper 
Looking over the edge 

Smoke billows up with steam and clouds 
I see the silhouettes of traffic 
Swim in neon abyss 

Hear the cadences of conversations 
Held between bricks 
Crying out 
Falling at 

Five-hundred miles an hour 
Landing in your bedroom 
I'm sleeping in your shadow 
Pulling back the covers 
Behold my naked flesh 
Reneath the mask of fashion. 

I'm just another coward 
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PORCH 


Distant rushing traffic 
Spinning jet turbines 
The low rumble and soft whistle 
Metal tube squealing in a steel vacuum 
Peppered by drops of ominous precipitation 
Rain unconvinced it should've fallen in 
the first place 

GuaCarole-green leaves of some common 
urban tree 

Limbs sway listlessly in a breeze equally 
lacking conviction 
Afternoon dew clings to the edges 
Globular microcosms rage against single-cell 
chaos 

Eventually overcome by their own weight 
Plummet to grass 

Give their shape to the urban landscape 
Roaming nodes on a salivating tongue 
The whole place 
Is loud 

Teeming with life, the water moves with it 
The air through it 

Mothers and fathers with children in 
daycare 
Confusion 

Mechanical faculties of delivery and 
collection 

Groceries or garbage 

Sent away, picked up 

The whole universe moves in and out 

A pulsing heart 

Distant rushing traffic 

Is blood fighting clots 

To keep its flow a perfect circle 
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STAIN 

Of period blood 
Conflicts of interest 
Bad timing 
The Stain 
Control and chaos 
Destructive impulses 
Delusions of grandeur 
The Stain 
Your Scent 

Pried from the jaws of the washing machine 
Clings hard to my favorite clothes 

Stains , , 

I see you reflected in those birthmarks 

When we were reborn 

Wet and vulnerable 

Renewed to affection 

Died in our sleep every night 

But clung hard to a mutual understanding 

Our water flowed with different currents 

Though they explode as they collide 

Still swept away in separate tides 

Now the Stain 

Of period blood 

Is all I have to remember your touch 
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LOW 

Sound off, sound on 

Noise of a million channels 

It's static ecstasy 

Livid picture bliss 

Face into three or four or five 

At the same time 

Those color nodes encompass wholly 
With pressure; a stimulation wave 
Vile knowledge! 

Stones the sisyphean brain must accommodate 

The lobe becomes swollen 

An enflamed, abhorred state 

For loneliness, fear, a lack of libido 

We eat, drink, and masturbate 

As those spry spirits fly about 

They*re poltergeists 

Manipulate the oven's dials 

Affecting the grate as a sacrificial slab 

Sylvia 

I will be the sweat which fastly clung to 
your brow 

Though the flesh is cold 
The blood still boils beneath 
And when specters 
Vex my every sense 
I revile in arduous contempt* 

"Not nowi." 

I refuse to die 
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ENCOUNTERS II 

The shape 
The neck nape 

Tree trunk grown bristled thistles 
Uproot with tape 
Shave clean 

Burning alcohol , 

Soothing lips run from shoulder blade to base 

Solemn breath 

Serene moonglow 

Pales a skin that's smooth 

Not one goosebump 

In a temperate room 

Where flesh is canvas 

Painted by stars and tanned by shadows 





